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mountain. The descent is six miles more, but infinitely
more steep than the going up ; and here the men
perfectly fly down with you, stepping from stone to
stone with incredible swiftness in places where none
but they could go three paces without falling. The
immensity of the precipices, the roaring of the river
and torrents that run into it, the huge crags covered
with ice and snow, and the clouds below you and
about you, are objects it is impossible to conceive
without seeing them ; and though we had heard many
strange descriptions of the scene, none of them at all
came up to it."

Gray's  Elegy   Written  in  a  Country  Churchyard
appeared in 1750. It was immediately popular, and
has been so ever since, for its subject is such as must-
appeal to everybody, and its landscape one that all
English people love.

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea,

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darkness and to me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,
And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds:

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r,
The moping owl does to the moon complain

Of such as, wandering near tier secret bow'r,
Molest her ancient solitary reign.